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Abstract
He dragged her to the night-spots, all the night spots, until her arms ached and her tongue was
sore. Then he called for a skinny-dip . . . and the scene sped to the ocean.
Young Love 
by Ann-Marie Bjornstad 
Modern Languages, Jr. 
He dragged her to the night-spots, all the night spots, 
until her arms ached and her tongue was sore. 
Then he called for a skinny-dip . . . and the scene sped to 
the ocean. 
Crabs played and they stripped 
and they did this and that 
until she ached and she was sorer. 
But the clear, wet air buried them as they were . . . dipped 
in skin . . . 
and they rolled in sand, and broken shells and fish bones. 
And on the way home he sang his song to her, 
and her weary tongue made room in her mouth for a sigh 
and she kissed his. 
Palm trees scuttled away in the wind 
and all the winds blew away their sand 
and all that remained was ashes . . . (gray and poked-at and 
so burnt out). 
And then it began to snow and she needed her ashes raked 
over . . . 
but all the snow was day dropping down on them . . . 
the night was far away . . . kissed away . . . and as he went 
and she went . . . 
ashes scattered. 
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